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He called to memory the time when his spirit, rich in hope,
and fall of boundless aims, was raised aloft, and encircled with the
liveliest enjoyments of every kind as with its proper element. He
now clearly saw, that of late he had fallen into a broken wandering
path, where, if he tasted, it was but in drops what he once quaffed
in unrestricted measure. But he could not clearly see what in-
satiable want it was that nature had made the law of his being;
and how this want had been only set on edge, half satisfied, and
misdirected by the circumstances of his life.

It will not surprise us, therefore, that, in considering his situa-
tion, and labouring to extricate himself, he fell into the greatest
perplexity. It was not enough, that, by his friendship for Laertes,
his attachment to Philina, his concern for Mignon, he had been
detained longer than was proper in a place and a society where he
could cherish his darling inclination, content his wishes as it were
by stealth, and without proposing any object, again pursue his early
dreams. These ties he believed himself possessed of force enough
to break asunder: had there been nothing more to hojd him, he
could have gone at once. But, only a few moments ago, he had
entered into money-transactions with Melina; he had seen that
mysterious old man, the enigma of whose history he longed with
unspeakable desire to clear. Yet of this too, after much balancing
of reasons, he at length determined, or thought he had determined,
that it should not keep him back. " I must go," he exclaimed;
"I will go." He threw himself into a chair; he felt greatly
moved. Mignon came in, and asked, Whether she might help to
undress him ? Her manner was still and shy; it had grieved her
to the quick to be so abruptly dismissed by him before.

Nothing is more touching than the first disclosure of a love
which has been nursed in silence, of a faith grown strong in secret,
and which at last comes forth in the hour of need, and reveals
itself to him who formerly has reckoned it of small account. The
bud, which had been closed so long and firmly, was now ripe to
burst its swathings, and Wilhelm's heart could*never have been
readier to welcome the impressions of affection.

She stood before him, and" noticed his disquietude. "Master!"
she cried, " if thou art unhappy, what will become of Mignon ?"
" Dear little creature," said he, taking her hands, " thou too art
part of my anxieties. I must go hence." She looked at his eyes,
glistening with restrained tears; and knelt down with vehemence
before him. He kept her hands; she laid her head upon his